90     KABIR'S POEMS

LXXXIII
III. 84. jhzjhzjantar bdjai

THE harp gives forth murmurous
music; and the dance goes on
without hands and feet.

It is played without fingers, it is
heard without ears : for He is.
the ear^ and He is the listener.

The gate is locked, but within there
is fragrance : and there the meet-
ing is seen of none.

The wise shall understand it.

LXXXIV
III. 89. mor phakzrwd mdugi Jdy

THE Beggar goes a-begging, but I

could not even catch sight of Him :

And what shall I beg of the Beggar ?

He gives without my asking.
Kabir says : && I am His own : now

let that befall which may befall! ?>